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IT WAS A PAQAN FESTIVAL- CELEBRATED 
IN EUROPE BEFORE CHRIST. 




ARE JELLYFISH FISH? 
TNCY ARE NOT FISH THEY HAVE. 
NO BLOOP NOR BONES. 
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TOTE/A POLES ARE. 
IDOLS? 

To THE /ND/ANS 7WBY ARE 
NEITHER /POLS NOT? QOOS. 



JACK- IN -THE- BOX COMICS, published 
llcatlon, 41 Hawkins Strait, Derby, Con 
eniry at Holyoke, Mass. Single copies, 
Sopyright 1944 by Charlton Comlci, Iru 



Printed In U.S.A. 



October. 1916. Office of pub- 
I Darby, Conn., with additional 
J or delineated In this magazine. 



A UL OF THE. TOVS Ate VE«V SOOP.., 
A\ EXCEPT ONE... 




/"""NINE" NtdHT "AS THE TOVS ARE 
( ,>M.AyiNG,,. OUP JACK. IN THE 
VS* STEALS' .A.. KINS FROM LITTLE 

ARlA THE PANCiNS GIRL. 
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'HORACES 

FRIENDS 

- POOL HIM IN— 

' TO BEUEVINS- 

THAT HE IS A, 

CROONER.... BUT 

L5SS A J f? E BAC «-' 



SAY, LOOK ^Tw/OW, THAT ©IVES 

A.T J ME AN \DEA . . • 

HORACE? A LETS MAKS 

HORACE THINK 




COME ON HORACE, \J SEE, 

WE'RE &ONNA Y MAYBE 

TAKE YOU TO THE X I'LL MAKE , 

MANAGER OP A LOT op , 

THE THEATRE.' >^ MONEY gl 




AMKTSUR N1614T P1NAU.V 
AfWVSS AND TWEWRS 
IS PACKED 





EN» 



MAD,AMI?7HiS M/PGCTSUS /SMYPW/S 

eest&Atftr hasn't gee* res rep ter.'wH&tx I 
reap tha r rue y we#e mw» r*? res r*r,x J 

£$CAf>eT0 MltW THC A3Yti#*.'NOwX 'SMALL S 

c&Noucr Tfte TKtAt. fUM/.'x shall ee vr^?*- 

CATC-p/tveW/LL 5t/8M£f?&£f 




ENGINEER .'? : tJLL 

jpeep/wenave 
ro get our of 

TH'S LOC4T/0M.' 
WE'RE UNPER 
ATTACK FROM A 
5WA~R>M OF BEES* 
i/ERY UNUSUAL* 




ANYBODY 5 CUE5S ! 




^jJlLO GEESE 
ftlGKATE FROM NOD WAY TO EGYPT 

Am ktvjtn in Sfkma, to T/e sA/ie 
NESr vi/vy? 



Of we U.SMW left nio oe jANewm 

BALTIHOFm- ■ SIGHTED OFF VIKCim CAPES 
ON MAH. 9 1116, THEN DISAPPEARED. A 
If-ooo TON SHIP WITH 30h SOULS ON BOARD! 
AND WAS LOST WITHOUT A TRACE. 



The. Visitbr 



SOMETIMES the candle flickered, as an 
orphaned breeze stole through the partly 
opened window. The streets beyond were 
dark and empty. Darkened by the night — and 
emptied by the fear of night. This mattered 
not to the pair who occupied the small room. 
One, the man, let his mind and fabled imagina- 
tion race into the past and mingle with the 
frightened mobs of history, and their still more 
frightened masters He wrote of deeds long 
forgotten. Of men who were kings. And kings 
who were men. Beggars in .the streets of Lon- 
don. Butchers in the streets of Paris. He wrote 
furiously. His quill flew over page after page — 
tirelessly — ever painting, inventing, restoring 
and sometimes distorting, as each leaden hour 
stumbled into yesterday. He was a worker, this 
bearded man of a century ago, who defied the 
pangs of hunger and sleep in order that his 
work might live. But his sole companion dozed 
and sometimes yawned. 

The writer gazed broodingty at the tips of the 
red-pink velvet ears. It was almost as though 
he expected to find the answer to everything in 
life, the response to all of his conflicting and 
devastating thoughts, locked somewhere within 
those ears. Yes, those eyes, magnetic and bril- 
liant with the light of genius, gazed long and 
Steadily at the slightly flickering tips of his 
cat's ears. But the answer was not there. He 
signed heavily and turned again to his desk and 
his papers and his problem. His futry friend 
turned and stretched, and arched his back, apd 
turned again before settling. 

He was bored perhaps, for cats with uncertain 
ancestry care little for the ways ol men. The 
graceful little animal lay curled upon fhe writ 
er's desk. The solitary candle sent crazy little 
shadows dancing over bis copper fur. He 
yawned, opened his green eyes, .looked at his 
master's deeply lined face, closed his eyes again, 
and returned to wherever it is that cats go when 
they enter the land of sleep. Even the sudden 
burst of gunfire failed to arouse him. Cats, you 
see, have little imagination. 



THE door of the writer's study burst open and 
a man entered, holding a smoking pistol 
across his breast much in the manner of a 
duelist. He looked like something from another 
world. He was short and unkempt. His ugli- 
ness was almost sickening. His face stilt bore 
the ravages of smallpox. 

His untidy clothes were covered with dust 
and soaked with sweat. He had come a long 
way for this meeting. He had dropped two 
horses on the fields of France. He had been 
tossed like a cork on the choppy waters of the 
Channel. He had ridden another beast to death 
over the silent fields of England. And now — 
his destination. 

But what was this? The elderly man at the 
writing desk seemed quite undisturbed. And his 
cat slept on without so much as the twitch of a 
whisker. The Stranger scowled and tightened 
his finger on the trigger of his pistol. His voice 
came harsh and cold. 

"A man fires the lock off your door and you 
greet him as calmly as you would an expected 
guest. Are your nerves of steel, or does ice wa- 
ter flow in your British veins?" 

"Neither, my friend. I've been expecting you, 
and your dramatic entrance suits you admirably 
Quite unnecessary, however. I would gladly 
have opened the door for you." 

The Stranger's face showed his amazement, 

"You talk in riddles — a language I am un 
familiar with" 

The man at the desk smiled pleasantly. 

"Sit down, Mr. Danton — and tell me the story 
you came to tell.** 

"You know my name?" 

"Yes, I know your name— and so does history. 
But get on with your tale. My fingers itch to 
put it to paper " 



THE tale was a violent one— full of the howl- 
ing blood thirsty mobs of the French Revo- 
lution — that monstrous cannibal who so 
quickly devoured, its own children. 

The Thing was out of control. Its creators 
soaked the streets of Pahs with blood that tick- 



ened all of Europe. Baskets woven by the peas- 
antry caught the perfumed heads of the aristo- 
crats in ever increasing numbers beneath the 
stained blade of the guillotine. This was a peo- 
ple gone mad with fury and a new found power. 
The dreaded power of slaves turned upon their 
masters in History's wildest orgy of murder, 
plunder and pillage. This was Madame Roland 
crying out from the depths of her tortured 
I heart: 

"Liberty — What crimes are committed in thy 
name?" 

And this was Danton, coming like a ghost 
from the tomb, to plead the cause of freedom 
gone wild. He talked on. The kindly bearded 
man listened and wrote — pausing now and then 
to run his slender fingers over the soft fur of his 
pet. The pet neither woke nor stirred — but 
slumbered on. 

"France has given to the World," Mr. Danton 
went on, "A gift from the very souls of French- 
men. We have snapped the chains of tyranny 
which for centuries have given the people ot 
Europe no more freedom than a dog chained 
to his master's gate. If heads must fall, sir- 
then let them fall. France will forever hold her 
head high." 

The writer paused and stroked his beard with 
the feathered end of his quill. 

"I am not an historian, Mr. Danton," he re- 
marked, "nor yet a judge for you to plead the 
justice of your cause. I am interested in your 
facts only as they provide the background for 
my work. The righteousness of your fight will 
be determined by God and History — not by a 
story teller in the safe seclusion of an English 
village." 



men live — though the brilliance of its blade be 
stained with blood." 

The speaker paused. His words still drummed 
into the ears of the man who listened. And the 
man who listened smiled a trifie and gently 
stroked his sleeping cat. 

"You say I have the power of the peri?" he 
murmured. "Was not the pen the spark that set 
off this explosion. Am I to throw gunpowder 
into a fire that is already out of control? Mr. 
Danton, your visit flatters me. But I am a story 
teller who deals in fiction — not an apologist — 
nor one to condemn events and men long dead. 
My pen would rather tell of the laughter of 
children, than the tears of Mane- Antoinette." 

"Tears?" the visitor shouted. "Do you pity 
the tears of Antoinette and not the tears of 
France? I heeded the call of my Country — and 
of future civilization. I helped create this thing 
you call The Terror — and I. too, was devoured 
by its ravenous appetite. I came from the grave 
to plead with you sir. for understanding and 
sympathy. Not for me — but for the Things for 
which Ifought. Listen to the pounding of your 
heart. Pound — pound — pound — like the drums 
at the foot of the guillotine It demands you 
tell the unborn generations yet to come a tale 
of a new freedom in one land — and support of 
its ideals in another — a tale of two cities." 

The voice did not stop suddenly. It vanished 
into nothingness, syllable by syllable — and the 
man at the writing desk snapped his grey head 
back and looked about him. The room was 
empty, safe for him and his feline companion. 
His door was bolted. Nothing disturbed, The 
dream visitor from the world beyond had dis- 
appeared. He had returned to the vault of his- 
tory. 



THE terrifying figure of Mr. Danton moved 
with rapid strides across the dimly lighted 
room to the window on the opposite side 
He flung the curtains apart. 

"Look at these streets." he roared. "No blood 
has fallen there. Only the clean rain from youi 
English skies. This is Peace. We had peace 
in France, too. The peace of chained animals 
who feed on oppression. That peace has ex- 
ploded and the very foundations of the earth 
Jiave rocked. But are we justified, sir? You 
have the powei of the pen. You can tell the 
world we are justified. England has long drunk 
the wine of freedom while Frenchmen die of 
thirst. Tell your countrymen, sir — and may 
your words echo through .the centuries to come 
—that the Revolution is an instrument of jus- 
tice! A sword to flash in the sun wherever free 



HE was tired — dreadfully so. But this story 
must be completed.. A few more lines, 
a few more words ol immortal dialogue 
and the job was done. His pen raced on. It 
told ol a man mounting the steps of the scaf- 
fold — ' and pausing as the terrible knife rose 
toward the sky. He was speaking — not to the 
mobs — not to man — but to God. 

"1 do a fat, far better thing that 1 have ever 
done. I go to a far, far better rest than t have 
ever known." 

The author dropped his pen. His head fell 
forward, Over his newly completed manuscript, 
Charles Dickens fell into a deep and restful 
sleep. The candle was snuffed out. A cat of 
uncertain ancestry licked its slightly singed paw. 

THE END 
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&HORTL Y, AT THE TRADING POST OF ONE 
JOSE FERRAGO. 
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BATH TuB/ , _ > 






I JUST FOK THAT- you STAY 
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HERE ARE THE FACTS TO HELP 
YOU WIN: 

Now known as "FORMULA 707" our 
secret formula perfume, is of last ready 
for the pleasure of America's smartest 
women. It has a scent which arouses so 
many exotic thoughts that we leave it to 
you to give this sensational perfume o 
name! This perfume will sell at $25.00 an 
ounce in leading stores. As a special offer 
you get the regular $7.50 size for only $!. 



Wlail Coupon 



HERE ARE THE RULES: 

1. Order the generous size, regularly $7.50. of 
-FORMULA 707 1 ' perfume with on entry 
blank for only $1.00. 

2. Return the entry Wank with the name you 
give for this perfume and your size nylons. 

Your money will be refunded If you return the 
perfume, but the name you submit will remain 
in the contest ond have a chance to win. In 
cose of a tie, duplicate prizes will be awarded. 
First prize $1,000.00, 'The next 25 prizes ore 
each o year's supply of nylons (12 pairs). 
Decisions of the judges will be final. Contest 
closes midnight December 25th, 1946. Winners 
will be announced on or before December 31st, 
1946. Fomilies and employees and advertising 
agency of Lovely Lady Perfume Labs, ineligible 
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LOSE 8 to 10 LBS. A MONTH! 

Slim, down, Jbo qoWL own. 

Just follow simple scientific directions of Dr. 
Phillips Reducing Plan. Six to eight weeks 
from now, look in mirror and see the amazing 
difference. 

I tfiv&n. wWl tfutaJL,: 

With our order you are given a full 30 days 
supply of KELPIDINE for use as part of your 
breakfast each day. NOTE: There is Medical 
Authority that KELPIDINE (fucus) has been 
used as an anti-fat and as an aid to reducing. 

TLo huk. btioL offlaA,: 

You can try Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan with- 
out it costing you a cent. Just order with 
coupon and if you are not satisfied, or if it is 
not helpful in your case, 
return it to us and your 
money will be refunded 
in full. Nothing could be 
fairer. Act now! 




UwiSl. Aay*. 



A Leading Physician and Health Officer says: 

"This method of reducing includes sufficient quantity of 

the various essential foods necessary for the maintenance 

it should result in weight reduction . ..',' 

A Well Known Radio Nutritionist says: 

"KELPIDINE U a reducing aid". 
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I "I loit IS Ibi. In a'l 
sonvllle, Florida. "I 



want from a lit* 20 dl— .. 
'., Mrs. N. C, Parth Amboy, N. J, 
lost IB pounds; feel young and woi' 
Bronx. N. T. 
I loit IB poi 
Boonton, N 



***" bettei 

"Sand the $2.00 ilia, 



:. W. B., Fort Lawli, Wash. 




KELPIDIMi: 



Money-Back Guarantee 6 



! Enclosad find 11.00 tor on* months supply of KELPIDINE and 

(I Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan, to ba sant to ma postage prepaid. 
| My money will b* refunded If I am not satisfied. 



I ENCLOSE 12.00 SEND THE PLAN AND THREE MONTHS I 
SUPPLY. 



